"He damn near got me, then," he said In a dry, light

voice, still watching her from beyond the fading agony
in Ms wide eyes. "There was a sort of loop of ?eni
around my chests and every time he fired, lie twisted
the loop a little tighter. . . ,"? He fumbled at the sheet
and tried to draw it up to his face. *\Can you get me a
handkerchief? Some in that top drawer there/5

"Yes," she saici^ "yes,55 and she went to the chest of
drawers and held her shaking body upright by clinging
to it, and found a handkerchief and brought it to him.
She tried to dry his brow and face1* but at last lie took
the handkerchief from her and did it himself. "You
scared me/* she moaned. *4You scared me so bad. I
thought . . ."

"Sorry/1 he answered shortly. "1 don't do that on
purpose. I want a cigarette,"

She gave It to him and struck the match, and again
he had to grasp her hand to hold the flame steady, and
still holding her wrist, he drew deeply several times.
She tried to free her wrist, but his fingers were like
steel^         her trembling bod}'.betrayed her and she

sank into her chair again, staring at him with terror
and dread* He consumed the cigarette in deep swift
draughts^ and still holding her wrist he began to talk
of Ms dead brother, without preamble, brutally. It was
a brutal tale, without beginning, and crassly and use-
lessly violent and at times profane and gross, though
its very wildness robbed it of offensiveness, just as its
grossness kept it from obscenity. And beneath it all,
the bitter struggling of his false and stubborn pride
and she sitting with her arm taut in his grasp and her
other hand pressed against her mouth, watching him
with terrified fascination.

"He was zigzagging: that was why 1 couldn't get
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